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you with lipstick, some kiss as if they were saying
just " How d'you do/' or " Good-night " and as if
kissing was part of a courteous formality or a ritual.
Some kiss with a firm mouth, others are limp about
the lips. Some hold your head tight, others like to be
held Some give when they kiss and others take.
Some are savage and breathe deeply and want to
press with all their force as if the idea was to crush
the substance that is man.
Yes, women kiss differently.
For man it is all part of that experience which is
woman. Yet Judy didn't kiss like any of these. She
came to me not on an impulse, but as if it was a
premeditated, pre-determined act.
Sounds almost like murder when I come to think
of it.
She held her head up, her neck was strained.
Gradually she raised her body, her breasts heaved with
a sigh and then she held her breath till lips touched
lips for a while, softly as if in caress, moving just a
fraction to avoid feeling stale, pressed forward, moved
again, and faded away with a sigh. Then she looked
at me like a sculptor viewing the work in hand.
She wanted to look back upon me in retrospect.
She bit her lower lip and then she dropped her
eyes.
" Are you a Congressman ? "   she asked.
I was a trifle perplexed. Even disappointed at
her bringing up politics at a moment like this.
" Why do you ask that ? "